emerged sometimes the supercilious head of a camel, some-
times a sentry who stiffened to attention. In a hollow a
group of men were squatting round a fire. Its flames rose
up straight in the still air. Issak approached the group.
A guttural voice was talking Mongol. Issak kicked a Cos-
sack to his feet. He was a very young fellow, blond and
chubby-cheeked. He stood at attention, with his eyes
shifting from side to side guiltily.
'What's that fellow talking about?9 demanded Issak.
The boy felt very much like laughing.
'Oh, he's only talking nonsense. Your Excellency. Just
to pass the time.'
'But what was he saying?'
'He was saying that this country is full of chulmuss:
she-devils, no less! They're as thin as your finger, with
spindly legs and little brass noses.'
When he caught sight of the officer, the story-teller
had stopped talking. All the men had risen to their feet.
There were Mongols, half-breeds of Slav and Yellow, and
Russians. Issak stared at one of them. His fair curls looked
like a fur cap. He must come from Riazan, the lieutenant
decided: Riazan or Toula.
'Where do you come from?' he asked sternly.
'My family live near Riazan, Your Excellency,' replied
the soldier briskly. Doubtless he was a good talker, a
good singer, and a good wencher.
'All right,' said Issak, and he went on with his walk.
A little animal scuttled away under his feet. Behind him
the story-teller took up his tale again.
Slowly the lieutenant went back to Ungern's tent. The
Baron and Sato were sitting in silence at the fire, which
was nearly out.
'Yes,' said Ungern, resuming the conversation, cwe
must write to Chang Tso-lin. So long as he remains
neutral, I can take care of the others.'
He turned towards Issak.
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